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under the weight of it, disappeared into the forest, hardly
waiting even to say good-bye.

It was a long way to her own house, and the chest
seemed to grow heavier at every step. Sometimes she
felt as if it would be impossible for her to get on at all,
but her greed gave her strength, and at last she arrived
ut her own door. She sank down on the threshold, over-
come with weariness, but in a moment was on hex feet

again, fumbling with the lock of the chest. Bui by this
time night had come, and there was no light in the house,
and the woman was in too much hurry to get to her
treasures, to go and look for one. At length, however, the
lock gave way, and the lid flew open, when, 0 horror!
instead of gold and jewels, she saw before her serpents
with glittering eyes and forky tongues. And they twined
^themselves about her and darted poison into her veins,
and she died, and no man regretted her.